The Safety Catch
the same measure, about us. Eh?" On this he gave Mr. Trumper a
wink and a chuckle so pleasant that the young man forgot himself
so far as to offer another drink.
"And what, may I ask, occupies your days, young sir?" asked
Mr. Egge, feeling, perhaps, that a second double brandy called for
more interest in the living Trumper than had been shown in the
dead one.
Mr. Trumper told him, with many delightful embellishments, all
about the Movement, adding a few tasteful scrolls anent the Office
Manager's power.
"Indeed?" and "Splendid," said Mr. Egge many times over, doing
his best to make his brandy last out the narration. When it was
done, he leaned forward, and stared at Mr. Trumper.
"Can you take a tip from an old campaigner?" he asked. "Are
you above a hint breathed on you from the forgotten wayside?"
Breathed on one was right, thought Mr. Trumper.
"You've forgotten one thing needful for complete success," said
Mr. Egge, and leaned back against his settle.
"Give it a name," said Mr. Trumper, "and we'll have it."
Mr. Egge leaned forward again. "Will you have it?" he said.
"Will you indeed have it?"
"Depends what it is," said Mr. Trumper. "If it's a railway
through Assam------"
"Oh," chuckled Mr. Egge. "You're a rogue." Then he became
very earnest again. "No," he went on, "it's not a railway. It's an
Organ."
This was the last thing Mr. Trumper would have supposed they
wanted. "An Organ?" he echoed. "It's an Office, you know, not a
Cathedral."
"No, no," said Mr. Egge impatiently. "Not that sort of an
Organ."
The only other variety Mr. Trumper could think of on the spur
of the moment was so inappropriate to any place but a butcher's
shop that he did not care to insult Mr. Egge's intelligence further.
"Oh, I see," he said, working his right hand up and down. "Not
that sort of an Organ."
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